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"Oh, that makes no difference," I sighed,
" but this Greek is such odd stuff, and I don't
know a letter in the alphabet except the four
first ones. Can you give us a help ?"

After a lengthened debate among us, the only
apparent chance for me was, that the lesson
should be written out in English letters, so that
when I repeated it, I should appear to know
my lesson. This, Tyrrel good-naturedly effected
for me.

At eight o'clock, then, the next morning, in
due routine, I approached the master in his
desk, under the same superstitious awe as poor
Friday, when he cowered before the august
Crusoe. I would not have failed in my per-
formance for worlds, and now entered the desk
resolved on acquitting myself to perfection.

My ardour was not slightly damped when, on
uttering a few words, the master, with a frown,
demanded why I had not commenced where the
previous boy had left off.

" I thought, sir, that I was to begin at the

a What business have you to think p"
Commencing, then, as he directed me, I had
no sooner recited four lines, than he ordered
me to " go."
u Thai's not all, if you please, sir."
** It's quite enough for me ; go."
So   I  went,  under  the painful  suspicion